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Soul'd 


Someone once asked me about the necklace that | wear and | always tell them that it's a gift. Most people 
assume that it's from Mustaine, a gift of the love that we share. | never tell them the truth because it's one 
that most people will never believe. 


What if | told you that yes, it was a gift and that, yes, it came from another musician. But that the necklace 


is also more than that. It's more than just links of steel that | wear around my neck. 


Roll back a few years and think about the world around us. There was the earthquake in Japan Prince William 
married Kate Middleton. The space shuttle program ended. In April of that year, an album came out that some 
people said was that band's particular pinnacle. Suddenly, they were the biggest band in the world. They could 
do no wrong. They could play anywhere they wanted. But at some point the downward slip into obscurity and 
infomericals would begin. And that was something that they wanted to avoid at any cost. 


| was back in Minnesota when they swung through St Paul's for a night at the Xcel Energy Center. Having 
heard a lot about their infectious live energy, | was curious to see if they lived up to the hype. However, as | 


suspected it would be, the show was sold out. A quick phone call to our label got me on the guest list. 


The atmosphere at the arena reminded me of many of our shows; loud and brash, more festival than just a 
mere concert. As | walked to the guest entrance, | saw people wearing shirts and hoodies that were stamped 
with the band's famous logo. Others carried banners and flags. Several merchandise stands were set up, ready 
to take the revellers cash. Tucked down one side of the arena, | could see buses and equipment trucks. A few 


black, wheeled road cases sat beside them. 


The guest entrance lead to a small, clinical-feeling lobby. There were two locked doors and a desk behind a 
window, much like the booking desk of a police station. Behind the pane of glass sat a bored looking woman. She 


only glanced up when | tapped on the window. 
"Here to pick up tickets," | said. "Ellefson. David" 


She flicked through a stack of white envelopes before plucking a larger brown one from the back. She held out 
her hand for some ID and | took my driver's license from my wallet. Her eyes scanned over it before looking to 
me as she handed over my envelope and license. Stuffing my license back in to my wallet, | wandered back out 


in the early winter sun. 


The envelope that had been given to me was larger than the others and | wanted to know why. Crossing the 
road, | leaned against one of the many trees that lined the street and tore the open the envelope's lip. 


Inside was, as promised, a ticket. But there was also a lanyard and pass along with a folded sheet of paper. 
Pulling the paper out, | opened it and read the scrawled handwriting. 


David, welcome to our show! Its a pleasure to be hosting one of metal's greatest bassists We hope that you our 
enjoy the night and please know that we've taken a lot of inspiration from those who've gone before us. However, 
we have one small request. Meet is in suite 31 after the show and well explain everything You'll need the pass to 
get there. Until then, enjoy the show! 


The show was raucous and energetic as | suspected it would be. The band screamed across the stage and the 
audience gave it their all. From my spot on the floor | could clearly see the energy that everyone gave off, 
their clothes soaked with sweat as their singer raced from one song to the next. The air in the arena was 
explosive and, while some of their songs weren't to my taste, | could see why they were considered the 


biggest band in the world. 


With the show drawing to a close, | made my way through the crowd and to the elevators. | knew that, 
somewhere in the building, there was a series of suites that were used for offices, meeting areas, and 
dressing rooms. They were places where staff, hockey players, and visiting artists could hide away from the 


general population. 


Flashing the pass at a surly security guard, | stepped in to the elevator and hit the button for the upper 
floors. Tinkly music played and | tried to place it. Before | could identify the song, the elevator doors opened and 
| found myself standing on a long corridor. The carpet was the same garish pattern that you found in every 
casino across the world. Clamshell lights clung to the walls and the doors were all dark wood. 


| walked along the corridor, feeling far more nervous than | thought | would. These guys invited me here so 
why was | feeling like | should turn and run? Each door passed me in a blur of darkness and flicker of brass 


numberplate. 


2b 
297 
298 


Stopping in front of 315, | paused and took a deep breath before reaching out to knock. When there was no 
response, | pushed at the door, surprised to find it unlocked 


| don't know what I'd expected to find. A buffet, maybe? A dressing room? A storage area? | certainly hadn't 
expected it to be shrouded in hear darkness. 


Thick, church candles burned around the room and, at the heart of it, stood a table draped in black. Six 
candles, each a different colour, were arranged around a silver bowl. My heart dropped at the ceremonial knife 
that was placed before the bowl. Everything about the room screamed ritualistic set up and here was |, a 
pastor of the church no less, standing in the middle of it. 

"David" 


| spun round at the sound of my name. The shadows of the room moved and from them stepped the band's 

front man. His voice was so soft and so sincere that, for a moment, my thoughts of running disappeared. He 

looks at me with large dark eyes that are filled with need As has become normal for him, he's dressed from 
head to foot in black although it appears that he's changed from his sweaty stage clothes. 

Trying not to convey my own fears, | asked, "What's going on?" 

"We need you, David" 

"Why me? And why this?" | took another look around the room and the hackles of my neck rose. 


He stepped up to me and gently rested a hand on my shoulder. "Because you're a man of God. And we're not. 


We need someone like you." 

My eyes searched his and | see fear, raw and painful, flash through them. As much as | want to leave, | find 
myself giving in. | am, after all, a warden of the church and it's my responsibility to help those in need. 
Especially if they're dabbling with the dark side of life. 

"What do you want me to do, Dave?" | gently asked. 


"We want to be immortal." 


| let out a gentle sigh. | know another Dave like that, albeit one with red hair and a fierce temper. He'd always 
wanted world domination and immortality. He was never able to settle for what he had and every day was a 


battle to keep his mind on the here and now. 


"Your legacy will do that for you," | said. "You've just released, what? Album number seven? Seven is the 
Biblical number for perfection and completeness. You know that your place in history will be secured with this 


record." 


The other man sighed and lowered his head. | could tell that he was fighting with himself between what was 
right and wrong. And | understood it. | knew what it was like to want to live forever. I'd wanted it at some point 
in my life. I'd wanted to see what my own band would look like a hundred years in the future. Would people 
remember me? Would they still enjoy my music? Or would Megadeth have faded away like an old photograph? 


‘lm not here to preach to you, Dave. I'm not here to hit you over the head with the Bible. | just want you To 


know what you're messing with." 
He nodded. "I know." 


"There's things you can't see in this world and, while you may not believe in them, trust me, they're there. 
Good and evil, whether it's created by man or by a higher power, its there and it wants control of your mind. 
You may think that you're strong enough to overcome it but I've seen too many people fall in to that trap. 


Much like Dave Mustaine. And I'd hate to see you become like him." 
"| know." 


| took a step closer to the table and looked at the items placed beside the bowl. What | hadn't initially seen was 


a black box that looked much like a jewellery case. 

"Tell me what you're planning?" 

He stepped up behind me and | feel a wave of darkness crash weigh heavy on my shoulders. Here's someone 
who's desperately trying to battle two worlds; one that wants him to stay the happy-go-lucky man that he is 
and one that wants to drag him to the depths of despair. I've lost too many people to that pit and I'm loathed 
if another is going to go the same way. 

"There's a necklace in that box that we want to use to capture our souls. You'll then carry it with you." 

| breathe deeply. "And how are you going to go about that?" 

Dave slowly pointed out the bowl and the knife, explaining that the necklace will rest in it while blood is added. 


Once each person has added theirs, a candle representing them will be lit. Red for Nate, yellow for Taylor, 
green for Chris, blue for Pat and, of course, black for Dave. The single white candle is for myself. 


Suddenly, the man standing beside me isn't the confident rock star everyone believes him to be. He's scared, 
tired, and looking for a way out of mortality. He wants it all and realises that he'll probably end up with 
nothing. 


| don't think this is a good idea," | softly interjected. "You're playing with something you don't understand and, 


Dave, as much as | respect you, | can't be a part of this." 

He looked at me with those endless eyes and all | wanted to do is take him away from all of this. | wanted to 
take him somewhere safe and show him that life doesn't have to be this carousel of shows, awards, and crazy 
stunts. He can have a happy life where he feels fulfilled without everything else. 

"Do you feel fulfilled?" | asked. 

Dave shrugged and stuffed his hands in his pockets. "I suppose." 

"You suppose?" 

"Yeah. | mean, | get to do what | want. | get to play music. | have a great family. | just-" 


He paused and | allowed it to hang in the air, not pushing him for an answer. Finally, he sighed. 


"I just know that one day this ride is going to end and | don't want it to. | want to see what happens next. 


Every day | wake up excited to see where it's going to take me." 


| nodded and let my hand rest on his shoulder. "I understand. But we're mortal man, made from flesh and blood. 
However we're also the ones who, despite the odds, got lucky. We need to enjoy this ride while we have it and 


not wonder what tomorrow or two hundred years from now holds for us." 

Picking up the jewellery box, | opened it and looked at the chain link necklace that lay on a bed of velvet. Could | 
take another man's soul and carry it with me until the end of my life? What would happen to it then? Pass it 
on to my children? Obviously it had to be with someone who was alive, whose heart was beating and whose 
lungs were drawing breath. 

With my eyes still on the necklace, | said, "Do the rest of your band know about this?" 

"No." 


| held the box for a moment longer before placing back on the table with the lid still open. 


"ll tell you what, Dave, I'll take your soul. But it's done my way and the rest of the band are left to live their 


lives in peace." 


Dave looked at me and a lock of dark hair escaped from behind his ear to curl over his face. He made no move 


to brush it away. 
"How?" he asked. 
| turned away long enough to take the necklace from the box. "Hold out your hand" 


He does as | say and | coiled the chain in to the palm of his hand. Closing his fingers around it, | wrapped both 
of my hands around his and closed my eyes. | focused on the room and what l'm feeling. There's a strange mix 
of energy as though the dark and light sides of our lives are fighting for control. Silently, | began to ask for 
guidance, for those caring spirits to surround us. As | did, | feel a warmth brush against the back of my neck 
and my mind is filled with a loving light. Around us, | felt beings begin to settle in, ones whose purpose was far 


more caring than the ones that Dave had planned to call upon. 

"Hello, spirits," | began. "There's something | want to ask of you. To take the soul of the man who stands 
before me and to imbue it in to the necklace within his hands. Give him the strength and life to carry on until 
the end of time and give me the courage to carry this part of him for however long | shall live." 

| could feel Dave's hand growing hotter and the dark haired man hissed softly. 

"s burning," he murmured. 

"Is okay." 

| opened my eyes and pulled my hands away. Opening Dave's hand, | looked at the necklace lying in his palm. It 
glowed with a white light and there were imprints of links in his flesh. The metal is hot to the touch and | use 
the ceremonial knife to pick it up and dangle it before both of us. 

"So." Dave began 

| nod. "Your soul is now bound to this metal. When its my time to leave this Earth, I'll pass it on to my 
children and instruct them to continue passing it down the family line. Hopefully my soul won't be tarnished for 
this." 

Dave appears to relax at my words. His eyes lost the fear that had been flowing through them and the 
atmosphere in the room seemed to lighten From the corner of my eye, | can see one of the candle flames 
wildly flickering. A sign, perhaps, that we aren't alone. 


"And you'll look after it?" he asked. 


| smiled softly and placed a hand on his shoulder. "Always." 


